to place iu a box held out by a rough-looking IHlow upon crutches,

when I stopped for a moment, fumbling with tin* coins, and

glanced up at the performers.   There was a man their in an old

Trilby, blue with cold, blowing a cornet.   1 le w;is looking at me,

but he never moved an eyelid in recognition.    He, went on

blowing and moving his fingers upon the thumpers or phnu;rr:.

or whatever they were called by the boys in the barrark-room. . . .

I scarcely recollect the. technique.    I kmw his face-, of <our:,r,

but, for the moment, it was just one of that, crowd of thousand:;

who tea years before had passed before mo as draft after draft

reached the battalion and were swept away.  And, of coim;r, the

face had changed.   Most of us have changed a bit, middle-ru^ed

and growing flabby, bald patches, heavier and fader in the face*

and some thinned with wounds and suffering    But  he had

changed, I fear for worse.   JIc was hollow-eyed and jywnu a

stubby grey growth upon his chin and checks ;  he was shabby

and he looked as if he spent his coppers mostly upon strong

stimulant: you know the type ; but I don't Maine them.   Tin-re

can't be much fun in playing to a passing crowd in the dra/le

and fog of a late December evening in the Strand ; and the puh;;

arc warm and well lighted.   There arc frirndu then* too with

whom to swop yarns, while the di///y feeling which chink jjivn;

blunts the semes to life's misfortunes, and perhaps make;; ;>Irep

more soft and sweet too, beneath an archway, or in jioiue musty

lodging-house by the waterside*.   We looked at each other across

the shabby box held out for alms and 1 knew him. . . * The name

doesn't matter.   Call him Smith,   What a torture memory can

be !   In a rush half a doxcn pictures screened themselves upon

my brain.

First, it was in India, at that joyful little hill station of Ranikhct,
where I was producing a musical burlesque to keep the lads out
of mischief and to while away the hours of laziness, which mipjit
have got me into trouble, too* The play was BMcard KchM,
and I had played Fatima to Smith's Bluebeard. He was a
great strapping lad in those days, his size made still more ludicrous
by vast cushion paddings below the belt. On the last night,
after heaven knows how many drinks in the Sergeants' niws, but,
of course, I was the leading lady, in a mad dance wo hud both
pranced over the footlights into the orchestra, an unrehearsed
diversion which brought the house down. It was our concluding
duct. I rose and cried, cf God save the King," and " Jlcavei)